Oh God 


Author: icechildel002 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich, Kirk Hammett 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue May 24 2005 15:34:33 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Oh God 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this very early in the morning, in quite the angsty frame of mind, | hope that you like, and feel free to 


let me know what | could do to make it better. 


wneunnwnnunnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnennnnnnnnnnennnnw 


Disclaimer: | am in no way making money off of this story, and | mean no disrespect to that amazing men of 
Metallica, this is just something that | wrote from my imagination, this never happened. 
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"good for nothing..self-centered prick..control freak.cunt.." 
The knife feels so cool against my wrist, soothing the fevered flush of my skin | can't help but stare in 
fascination at the way the lights around me reflect off of the blade, casting multi-colored sparkles against my 


wall. 


The sight captivates me, and | find myself twisting and turning the knife in my hand, unable to tear my eyes 


away from it. It looks so beautiful, all the colors of the rainbow dancing across the blade, flickering across my 


walls. 
"..megalomaniac..cunt..whore..slut..bitch..useless waste of space..." 


| flinch as light reflects off the blade directly into my eyes, but there is no pain. Some distant part of me tells 
me that there should be, but | easily quiet that voice, as | always have done. 


| move the knife so that the tip of the blade is resting against the vein that runs beneath the flesh of my 
forearm, pressing lightly, enough to sting but not enough to pierce the flesh. 


"shitty drummer..no talent.. not good enough..easily replaced" 


Before | consciously realize what I'm doing, I'm pushing the blade harder against my wrist, gasping sharply as 


the blade slowly pierces the flesh. 


My eyes are wide as | stare down at my wrist, watching as a small drop of blood rises, pooling around the 


point of the blade, surrounding it, staining it. 

" -burdensome...arrogant..oppressive..jaded..uncompromising.." 

| need more, and as | drag the blade against my skin towards my elbow, | can't help but shiver as more blood 
pools under the sharp metal. Yet again | know that this should hurt, but I'm long past the feeling of physical 


pain, the agony in my soul all | can feel now. 


| pull the blade even farther up my arm, watching as it slides through my skin like butter. | don't stop until | 
reach the flesh of my inner elbow, and only then do | pull the blade away from my skin 


"you're like the plague..an inconverience..only good at bothering me... 


| watch, enthralled by the blood that seeps up from under my skin, sliding down my arm, causing me to shiver 
once more. | raise the blade to my eyes, blinking at the site of blood against the razor sharp metal. 


Before | can even begin to second-guess myself, | move the blade to my injured hand, clenching it tightly in my 
blood-slicked palm. Again | press the tip of the blade to my wrist, drawing it down sharply against my arm. 


" bitter..miserable... nsufferable..conceited..cocky..' 


| don't stop until the hand clenching the handle of the blade is resting against my upper arm. The blood comes 
out faster this time, | must have cut deeper here, but | just can't find it in me to care. 


| can feel my energy start to leave me, and | remember the last thing that | planned to do. Reaching over, | 
grab the pen and paper that | had laid down earlier, and | start to write. In little time | am done, just in time 


because | can feel the rest of my strength draining from me. 
"..betrayer..you should have died..you were never good enough..never good enough..never..' 


My world dims and then everything goes black as | collapse to the floor beneath me, my life's essence still 
spilling from the large slits up my arms, pooling on the floor beneath them. 
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"| can't believe that little piece of shit!" | scream as | restlessly pace my living room. 


Shaking my head violently, | toss back the last of my beer before quickly walking to the kitchen to grab 


another one, needing the alcohol to calm me down. 


| savagely twist the top off, not caring as it tears into the flesh of palm, too eager am | to reach the liquid 
hidden beneath it. 


Trembling slightly, | raise the beer to my lips, mentally sighing in relief as alcohol spills into my waiting mouth, 


swallowing quickly, needing even more. 
"How dare he do this to me, after all that he said, after all that he promised mel" 


| resume my pacing as | try to calm down, and seeing as how that's not working | take more drastic measures. 


For the who knows what time, my beer hits the wall, shattering as it connects with the unyielding surface. 


| try to stifle the screams that rise in my throat as images of earlier flash through my head, but I'm not 


succeeding. 


" the drive over to Lars' house, it was the day of our tenth anniversary as lovers..the anticipation | felt as | 


walked up to the front door..ringing the bell and waiting for my lover to come answer the door..." 


My legs give out and | sink to my knees as | clasp my hands behind my neck, my elbows coming to rest beside 
my head. | start to rock myself back and forth, tightening my arms around my head as if they could drive out 


the images of earlier from my head. 


"opening the door to Lars' house when he doesn't answer the, worried that something may be wrong..the 


torturous walk to the living room, where | can hear two voices, one is Lars and the other..the other is Kirk's... 
| curl my body around itself until my forehead is resting on my knees, my hair touching the floor as | continue 
to rock myself, trying desperately to force the images out of my head, but they won't leave, and | can do 
nothing but relive what happened earlier in the day. 


"walking towards the living room, and just as | turn the corner | see Kirk press his lips lightly against Lars’ 


forehead, and | hear his voice telling Lars that he loves him, and | hear Lars' answer, his voice telling Kirk that 


he loves him too..." 
"Stop, please God stop, | can't take this anymore!" 


| feel arms come around me and | jump as if | was electrified, immediately lashing out and pushing the unknown 
person away from me. | hear a grunt of surprise before | launch myself to my feet, turning around to meet 
the person who dared to enter my home, and feel my jaw drop as my tear-blurred eyes focus on my 
intruder, who's none other then Kirk. 


| angrily wipe the tears from my cheeks as my eyes focus on Kirk, seeing how pale he is but not being able to 
process it in my mind. | see him start to open his mouth and | beat him to it, | won't hear what he has to 
say, because if he speaks | may kill him. 


"How dare you you fucking piece of shit, how dare you come into my house like ¡Fs your own, what gave you 


the fucking right?l?!" 


My hands are waving wildly about as | scream at Kirk, and some part of me is satisfied as he flinches away 


from me, unable to meet my eyes. 
"Look at mel" 


Kirk takes a step back, his head aimed at the floor as he shifts, and | can't stop the viscous snarl that 


escapes from my throat. 
"Look at me goddammit or so help me God | will kill you where you stand." 


For a moment | don't believe he will, but after several long seconds he raises his eyes to mine, locking them 
with my own, and what breath | had leaves me at the look in his eyes. Its a look of such pain and devastation 


that | almost can't stand to look at him. 
Before | can open my mouth again, Kirk starts to speak, his voice quiet but easily heard. 


‘It wasn't what you thought, what happened earlier,” Kirk says softly, and | start to say something but Kirk 
raises his hand and for some unknown reason | obey his silent command to not speak, settling on trying to kill 


him with my eyes. 


| had gone over to Lars' earlier in the day, | was upset and | went to the one person who | trusted at the 
moment to help me. | didn't realize that it was your anniversary until | got there, but once | was there Lars 


wouldn't let me leave, he said | was too upset to drive home." 


Despite myself, | can't help but wonder what happened, but | focus on Kirk as once again he starts to speak, 


his voice shaking. 


"He lead me into the living room, and asked me what was wrong. | told him all about it, that | had had a fight 
with Jason, and that | thought Jason was going to leave me. | got so upset, and | started crying, so Lars pulled 


me closer to him, wrapping his arms around me, comforting me." 


Kirk's breath hitches and | can see tears start to slide down his cheeks, and the way he holds his breath for a 


moment, trying to stifle sobs. 


"| was afraid of what | would be without Jason, and | told him that | was afraid to be unloved, and not wanted. 
Lars pulled back a little and grabbed my chin, forcing me to meet his eyes. In a soft voice, he told me that no 
matter what, you and he would be there for me, and that | wouldn't be alone. | told him that | loved him, and | 
kissed his forehead, it was my way of thanking him for being there for me. He told me that he loved me, and 


it was then that you made your presence known" 


Kirk's eyes close tightly, but | can't focus on him. All | can feel is all consuming pain as | think of what 
happened after | came in. Lars was the first to hear me and he jumped up, his eyes lighting up before he got 
a good look at my face. He asked me what was wrong and | lost it. | started screaming at him, hurling insult 


after insult at him, knowing what to say to hurt him the most. 


Kirk tried to interfere, to say something but | wouldn't hear it, | just kept going after Lars. | can still 
remember the look of soul deep pain in his eyes as | tried to tear him apart, and from the look in his eyes | 
could tell that | was succeeding. For a second he lowered his head, and when his eyes met mine again, | couldn't 


contain the gasp that escaped me. 


It was like all emotion in his eyes had died, leaving only emptiness behind. That look scared me, but | couldn't 
think of it, too focused was | in destroying him. When | stopped to take a breath, Lars told me to get out. | 
resisted at first, but | didn't want to stay so | left, hurling insults at Lars until well after | was out of the 


house. 


| got into my car and peeled out, racing home as fast as | could, and upon walking in my house | immediately 
went to the fridge, pulling out a beer and downing it as fast as | could. 


"Nooooo,' | whisper, my eyes locking with Kirk's, and | can see the truth in his eyes. 

"Uli never betrayed you James, and neither did |. He loves you, wholly and completely. He could never even look 
at anybody else the way he looks at you, with such love that it takes my breath away. He gave you his heart 
and his soul, and never once regretted it" Kirk's voice is shaking madly now, and his body is trembling violently, 


and | know that l'm no better. 


"Oh god, the things | said to him, the things | accused him of, the insults..we have to get over there..now!" | 
grab my keys, only to have them wrenched out of my fingers as Kirk holds up his own keys. 


"You're way Too drunk to drive," he says strongly, and | want to fight him on it but | can't waste any time, | 


need to see Lars now, | need to apologize, and to beg his forgiveness. 


We race out of my house and into Kirk's car, and | grab onto the dashboard as Kirk violently whips the car 
around, heading to Lars‘ house as fast as he is able. The twenty minute drive feels like an eternity, | can't wait 


to see him, | need to set this right. 


The second Kirk pulls into Lars‘ driveway l'm out of the car and running, before Kirk's even fully stopped. He 
follows me running into the house, shouting Lars‘ name, not caring that he's probably asleep or passed out, it's 
late after all, and it's been hours since | left this house. 


| search upstairs as Kirk searches the main levels, shouting Lars' name and getting increasingly worried when 


there is no answer. 


Kirk yells that he hasn't found him, and | race down to his level as we run towards the basement door 


together, descending the stairs until we reach Lars‘ basement studio. 


| stop short as | see Lars, all breath leaving me as once again | find myself on my knees. | quickly crawl 
towards Lars, who's lying face down on the floor, his arms resting above his head, and | scream as | see the 


two large slits up his arms, and my eyes focus on the large pool of blood that surrounds him. 


| wrap my arm around his shoulder, pulling him over and into my arms, using one hand to wipe his hair away 
from his face, looking for any signs of life. His skin is slightly cool to the touch, and | can feel Kirk's fingers 
against Lars's neck, searching desperately for a pulse, crying out that he can't find one. 


"There has to be, oh god, you can't die, Lars please, I'm begging you, open your eyes baby, I'm here, and I'm so 
sorry, | didn't mean what | said, please baby, please come back to me." 


Sobs clog my voice as | rock back and forth, trying to make him wake up, but he doesn't. His head falls limply 
back, and | know that I've lost him. Funny, | can hear someone screaming, and | wonder who it is as | look down 


at Lars, my lover of ten years today, and only later would | realize that the screams were coming from me. 
| hear Kirk sobbing and | look up to see him clasping a sheet of paper in his hand, white paper that is stained 
red. His eyes lock with mine and | can feel his pain as well as my own, and then | hear his voice, reading from 


the paper. 


"| love you so much, and I'm so sorry, maybe now you will find the happiness that you deserve. All my love to 


you, Kirk, and Jason, goodbye." 
His voice fades as sobs tear from his throat, and only one thought is running through my head. 


"Oh god, what have | done" 


